blisters, maintained an intelligent interest, poking with Ms stick
at exceptional specimens.

He whispered something to Sergeant Gatcham.

'Tell the officer if your feet is all right, and if not state what is
wrong with them.5'

Apparently officers were too sacred to have direct intercourse
with the men, for all their wishes were conveyed through the
medium of an N.C.O.

"Blister, sir.35

"Rather a horrid-looMng thing, what, Sergeant? I think the
answer to that is treatment."

Having made this profound utterance. Perky waited for the
sergeant to snap "Medical bunk!" and then passed on to the
next sufferer.

Whatever the answer, nearly all were dispatched to see the
Medical Officer, or M. and D., as he was called, because if a
guardsman tottered up on one leg and with a temperature of a
hundred and four, he would be sure to scribble "Medicine and
Duty" on the sick report.

Finally, the room was called to attention again and Perky
retired to the mess, no doubt to fortify himself after this gory
scene with a few whiskies and soda.

By seven o'clock the Piggery had more or less settled down for
the night. It was rather early, but all were attracted by the luxury
of iron beds and, if not already between the blankets, con-
templated the thought with satisfaction.

"It ain't reveille and it ain't lights art I mind. It's the time in
between."

Even Nobby had forsaken his girl friend at the "Star."

Those whose financial position allowed had been to the Naafi
to replenish falling stocks of cigarettes, razor blades and soap.
Many bargains were struck between some like Hoofer who had
coupons, but were always penniless after the week-end, and others
like Snags who had no coupons but seemed to have the ability to
spend a shilling and still have elevenpence left. Hoofer got two
cigarettes. But in any case Hoofer had only to ask any member of
the Piggery and, after a little argument, he would get a cigarette.

"Smoking well?" he would enquire wistfully of Martin.

"I've only one left, Hoofer."
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